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assured both gods and goddesses that they could not
move him from heaven with a chain of gold, whereas
he could draw them all up and leave them dangling
from a peak of Olympus. Indeed, he had shown an
example of his omnipotence when he took his own
wife Hera, tied two anvils to her feet and bound her
hands with golden cords to a summit in heaven, so
that she hung suspended in space, discovering the
disadvantages of immortality.

The deeds of bloodshed committed upon that plain
between the white beach and the castellated hill were
what journalists within my memory would have called
" phenomenal". With evident relish the poetic
historian dwells upon the nature of the fatal wounds,
and gloats over the copious black blood that flowed
from dying men as darkness covered their eyes and
they fell to the ground with a thud, their armour
clanking upon them. A spear, he tells us, went clean
through the thigh, breaking the bone and severing
the sinews where they are thickest. A spear passed
right through the throat. A sword pierced the neck
after the man had been taken alive, entangled in the
crowd. A sword slashed below the ear so deep that
nothing was left to hold the head on but a shred of
skin. A spear ran through the mouth right into the
brain, smashing the teeth and bones. A spear ran
through the right jaw, so that the man was hooked
out of his chariot like a fish from the sea. A big stone
struck the helmet so hard that the brains were smashed
to a pulp inside. A spear struck the midriff that runs
around the heart. A spear pierced the chest close
to the nipple, and was drawn out with all the blood
and the soul. A sword split a head clean in two
halves. A spear pierced the helmet, scattering the
brain so that the man did not care about fighting
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